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IN THE WOOD 


A little boy was wandering in the wood. He looked at the 
flowers, watched the butterflies fly and the ants go kusily about 
their work. 

After a time the little boy grew tired and sat down under a fall 
pine tree to rest. So there he sat and watched the clouds floating 
along high in the sky. 


Pop! fell a cone in front of him all of a sudden. To his surprise 
he saw that it was not a pine cone but a fir cone. 

“How could this fir cone get up the pine tree?” pondered the 
little boy. “A pine tree can't grow fir cones!” 

But then the little boy heard a rustle in the tree. He looked up and 
saw a squirrel sitting on a bough. 

Now everything was clear to the little boy—it was the squirrel 
who had dropped the fir cone from the pine tree. 


WHY THE HEDGEHOG SNORTED 


The hedgehog was snorting angrily under a bush. 
The hare went up to him and asked, 
“What are you snorting for, hedgehog?" 


“I'm in a bad mood, that's why,” answered the hedgehog. 


“And why are you in such a bad mood?” asked the hare with 
curiosity. 


,Don't you understand?" said the hedgehog. “It's because of 
snorting all the time, of course, what else.” 


WHY THE HARE HOPPED 


The hare was hopping about in the wood. He kept hopping and 
hopping. 

The hedgehog who was passing by asked him, 

“Why are you hopping all the time?” 

“Because I'm so happy,” answered the hare. 

“And why are you so happy?” the hedgehog wanted to know. 

“Because | can hop so well,” answered the hare. 


TWO MUSHROOMS 


Once there grew two mushrooms side by side in the forest. One 
had a red cap and the. other a brown one. 

One day the red-capped mushroom asked the brown-capped one 

“Listen, friend, do you think mushrooms can talk?” 

The brown-capped mushroom thought for a while, then laughec 
out loud and said, 

“You'd better think before asking. How can mushrooms talk wre- 
they even cannot think!" 

“You're quite right," said the red cap. “Why didn't | think of it 
myself. A mushroom can be silly indeed!” 

At these words the red cap began to giggle too, and so both of 
them giggled and laughed, laughed and giggled for quite a while. 
To tell the truth, they had a good time that afternoon. 
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THE WATCHFUL STORK 


In the forest, on top of the tallest tree, lived a stork. From day to 
day he would stand there on one leg and look sharply here and 
there. From his high look-out post he could see everything that 
was happening in the forest. Whenever an animal misbehaved he 
started to clap his beak, excitedly and loudly, like a machine- 
gun. 

When the fox came back from the village with a hen he had stolen 
the stork announced it to everybody. When the wolf killed a sheep 
or the bear stole a beehive the stork's clapping sounded all over 
the forest. 

The forest animals didn’t like it. 

“Always on the look-out, always clapping his beak,” the fox 
complained sorrowfully. “No life for us here any longer.” 


“In our own forest we have to 
sneak around like thieves,” growled 
the wolf. “All the time the stork 
keeps an eye on us.” 

“Hear, hear!" joined in the bear. 
“He's always watching, always clap- 
ping, ‘like a guilty conscience.” 

So the animals began to think of 
what to do with the stork. 

In the end the fox said, 

“The only thing we can do is to 
bring him some gifts and ask him to 
leave the forest for good.” 
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The others thought it a good idea. The fox brought a hen for the 
stork, the wolf brought a sheep, and the bear, a beehive. All three 
then went to see the stork. 

But the stork wouldn't even look at their gifts. Instead, he began 
to clap his beak even louder than before. 

The frog who saw it all jumped onto a tussock and croaked, 

“It's no use showing him kindness. One must be stern with 
him." 

And then the frog croaked to the stork, 

“Get out of this forest, you stuck-up fool!” 


Since that day nobody has ever seen the frog in that forest 
again. 
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LITTLE BIRDS IN THE EVENING 


lt was evening. 
Mother duck was putting her little ones to bed. First of all she 
told them to wash their feet and then she sang them a song: 
“Soon the night will come, 
play and work are done, 
quack-quack! quack-quack! quack-quack!” 
And the little ducklings fell asleep. 
Mother crow also told her little ones to go to bed, and she too 
sang them a song: 
“Soon the night will come, 
play and work are done, 
caw-caw! caw-caw! caw-caw!" 
And the little crowlets went to sleep too. 
At the same time mother owl was also singing to her little ones. 
And this is the song she sang to them: 
“Soon the night will come, 
play and work to be done, 
hoot-hoot! hoot-hoot! hoot-hoot!” 
All at once the little owlets opened their eyes and hopped 
merrily out of their nest. 


A PARTY AT THE 
SNAIL’S 


Once the snail decided to 
throw a party. She invited a lot 
of guests— the hare, the hedge- 
hog, the squirrel, the ant, the 
mole, and quite a few other 
forest folk. 

The guests arrived exactly 
on time. 

The snail stood at the door 
and greeted them, 

“Welcome everybody! The 
party will begin at once. Do 
come in, please. I'll lead the 
way. 

She rolled herself up politely 
and entered her house first, 
expecting her guests to come 
after her. She waited and 
waited, but nobody came. 

At last it dawned upon her. 

“How silly of me,” she said 
to herself. “I've invited too 
many guests. That's why there's 
now room only for myself.” 


THE MOUSE, THE CAT AND 
THE PUMPKIN 


One evening the cat caught a mouse. 

“What are you now going to do with me?” 
the mouse asked the cat. 

“I'm going to eat you up,” said the cat. “What 
else can | do with you?" 

“What did you have for breakfast this morning?" 
the mouse wanted to know. 

“| had a mouse for breakfast,” answered the cat. 

“And for dinner?” the mouse asked. 

“A mouse again,” said the cat, narrowing his 
eyes into tiny slits. He snickered slyly. “And | 
know already what I'll have for supper tonight— 
you!” 

“That's too bad," said the mouse, shaking her 
head. “It's not healthy to eat the same food at 
every meal. Why not eat something else for a 
change. What about some pumpkin for supper?” 

The cat now became seriously worried about 
his health. Still, he had doubts. 

“How can | eat it? It's too big and slippery,” 
he said. 

“I'l be glad to help you,” said the mouse. 
“Take me to the pumpkin and I'll show you how 
it's done.” 

The cat agreed. He took the mouse between 
his teeth and carried her to the pumpkin. 

“Don't hope you'll be able to escape,” he said 
. threateningly to the mouse. “After I’ve eaten the 
~ pumpkin I'll gobble you up as well.” 


“You're welcome," smiled the mouse. “It's very important to 
have a varied diet.” 

And then the mouse started to show the cat how to eat a pumpkin. 
Her small teeth bit and nibbled away very, very quickly. The cat 
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didn't even notice when the mouse disappeared. The only sign left 
of her was a tiny round hole in the pumpkin. 

“Good gracious,” said the bewildered cat. “li's the pumpkin that 
has eaten up the mouse instead.” 

The cat didn't know that the pumpkin was hollow inside and 
that the mouse was hiding there, safe and sound, chuckling to 
herself with pleasure. 

“Wasn't it a stroke of luck that | didn't try to eat the pumpkin 
myself,” thought the cat. “It could have been me in that horrible 
huge thing...." 

That's how the clever mouse outwitted the cat. 


